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up fairly soon; but I must leave you to return to the
Esplanade, to dress and dine before going to the opera.

Evening dress is not obligatory by any means in the
Opera House, and you would not term the audience
"smart" in the Covent Garden sense, except when the
great Furtwangler is conducting.

The State Opera Orchestra is quite a different body
from the Berlin Philharmonic, of which the leading in-
strumentalists are all young men* In the State Orchestra
promotion is by seniority: it plays Wagner magni-
ficently, with its heart, body and soul breathing the spirit
of the music. I heard Madame Butterfly, which was not so
good: the orchestral playing was as ponderous as if you
were using a tennis racket in a squash court. On each
occasion it missed the mysterious tenderness with which
Puccini invests the entry of the heroine's themes. And I
went especially to hear the Danish tenor Roswaenge: he
was absent for this performance.

Sir Thomas Beecham, staying in Berlin to record The
Magic Flute with the Berlin Philharmonic, had advised
me to hear him. Every morning across the courtyard
of the Esplanade I could hear tenors, baritones, sopranos
and mezzos in turn: it was Sk Thomas and Mr. Walter
Legge holding auditions for the summer season's singers
at Covent Garden,

Sir Thomas has the neatest wit, apart from his genius
as a conductor. Recently he was invited to give a
lecture tour in America on general subjects, to which a
friend queried, "And what will you lecture to them
about?" "Oh," replied Sir Thomas, "anything from
Plato to Pluto."

I am sorry I did not have the chance to go to the
German Opera House, which is under the management